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ONLY A BEAUTIFUL DAY ON THE HILLS. 
By A. ERNEST MAYLARD. 


SOME few years ago I should have had little hesitation in 
venturing upon the simple narrative of a ramble on the 
hills. But now! Dare I intrude with no more thrilling 
description of a day’s outing than the mere existence on 
the tops of the mountains will afford, when earth and heaven 
seemed at peace with each other, and all Nature smiled 
beneath the benignant influences of a heaven-born joy? 
No daring prehensile feats to excite the climber’s admira- 
tion ; no difficulties that occupied hours of anxious thought 
and action. The bold and intrepid cragsman may there- 
fore pause and spare his time; for such a day as that with 
which this simple narrative deals, appeals only to the soul 
of man, and awakens sensations that tend rather to subdue 
than stimulate the physical side of his nature. 

The sun was shining from out an almost cloudless sky ; 
the mighty billows that so often dashed with relentless 
vigour upon the rock-bound coast were hushed to sleep; 
and the sea seemed to smile with joy as the sun’s rays 
danced gaily on its rippled surface. The outlying isles, too, 
sought to lend their charm to the distant vista ; for faintly 
outlined in the seascape, and enshrouded in a purplish 
haze, they added to the sense of peace and repose in which 
all Nature seemed to revel on that ever-memorable April 
morn. It was under these soothing, yet exhilarating 
conditions that two mountaineers—if indeed they could be 
considered such on the present occasion—sauntered forth 
from the keeper’s lodge at Glen Brittle, just two days after 
the official meet of the Club at Sligachan had been brought 
to a conclusion. 

On Tuesday, the day preceding that about which I write, 
Solly and I left Sligachan for Glen Brittle. The rocks 
were too deeply coated with snow to tempt us to traverse 
Sgurr a Ghreadaidh, our original intention; we therefore 
simply passed over the bealach between Sgurr Thuilm and 
Sgurr a Mhadaidh, and leisurely skirted the western spurs 
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of An Diallaid and Sgurr nan Gobhar till we reached our 
destination. It was a beautiful evening, and there seemed 
every prospect of a good day in store for us. We slept— 
or perhaps I should more truthfully say tried to sleep—at 
the keeper’s lodge. The good housewife did her best for 
us, and it was no fault of hers that Solly’s bed was a foot 
too short for him, and my mattress somewhat like the tops 
of the Coolins. But the discomforts of the night were soon 
forgotten, when a glance out of the window revealed the 
sun shining brilliantly, and hardly a breath of wind to 
disturb the young leaves of the spring-clad trees. 

By 9.20 we were on the tramp, with no further objective 
than to enjoy ourselves, and with just that charming sense 
of inertia that is felt when nothing special has to be accom- 
plished. What we might ascend or might not hardly 
seemed to concern us, at least at this initial stage of our 
expedition. However, we made for a “shoulder,” which it 
did not take long to discern would lead us to the summit 
of Sgurr Sgumain. No objective did I say? How de- 
lightful! just to linger and look on the beauties of Nature 
as every few hundred feet of ascent revealed some new 
scene, another peak peering above a ridge casting its 
jagged outline against the sky. At last the summit was 
reached. Was it record time? It took three and a half 
hours, and surely none could take longer. What a panorama 
unfolded itself before our eyes! Could it really be the 
Coolins we were on, and the Coolins we were looking at? 
No mists, no rain, no boisterous south-westerly blasts from 
the ocean, and no cutting and biting winds from the north, 
just a clump of white cumulus here and there sluggishly 
moving in a heaven of blue. As the eye swept the horizon 
every peak from Sgurr nan Gillean to Gars-bheinn was as 
easily distinguishable—perhaps more so (with apologies to 
the Editor !)—as on the excellent map we consulted for 
our enlightenment. Our sojourn, however, was not long, 
for our ambitions became fired and we now wanted to go 
higher and see more if we could. Sgurr Alasdair lay not 
far from us, looking as tempting as he well could on such a 
day. Down, therefore, we descended to the bealach, which 
connects Sgumain with Alasdair, and then commenced the 
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ascent of the latter. At last came an obstacle somewhat 
more formidable than any we had previously encountered. 
Solly recognised the place and believed it to be known as 
the “Mauvais Pas” of this particular ridge. He had 
negotiated it once before, and although the conditions on 
the present occasion were not altogether favourable, for the 
hot sun was melting the snow above and making the rocks 
most needed for hand and foot holds wet and slippery, he 
still hungered to surmount the difficulty. Doubtless he 
would have done so, if my hunger had not been so over- 
bearing and overwhelmingly absorbing on physiological 
more than on physical grounds. We therefore sat down 
to lunch with our backs to the buttress and with Loch Coir 
a Ghrunnda below us placidly nestling in the amphitheatre 
formed by the surrounding mountains. How beautiful it 
was, with the dazzling whiteness of the snow in the clear 
sunlight, recalling more a day in the Alps than one on the 
Scottish hills. The snow which had fallen somewhat 
abundantly on preceding days had formed large fields, and 
what in the summer are long and rugged slopes of scree and 
broken rock, were now evenly coated with snow. It was 
easy to linger here and lazily scan the many beauties of 
the surrounding scenery, ever changing in sunlight and 
shadow. It was easy, too, in the silence that seemed to 
pervade all things to let one’s thoughts ramble restfully on 
memories that such scenes are wont to awaken. But why, 
oh, why, will Solly keep looking round at that ten feet of 
vertical rock that bars our progress upward? “It over- 
hangs,” say I. “It’s sloping in the wrong direction,” again 
I venture. “If I give you a shoulder you'll poke me into 
eternity or at any rate into Corrie Ghrunnda.” At last 
I tried another tack, and suggested a seductive-looking 
glissade with the ascent of Sgurr nan Eag; and in order to 
add force to my proposal and create diversion by my 
absence, I started off sliding down rapidly about 300 feet, 
and then commencing an easy traverse towards the bealach 
between Alasdair and Sgurr Dubh na Dabheinn. There 
was no sign of Solly. Should I after all see him victorious 
on the top of Alasdair? Soon, however, I heard shouts 
behind, and looking towards our resting-place, found he had 
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torn himself away from the “ Mauvais Pas” and was quickly 
following in my track. When we did join, it was no small 
source of satisfaction to me to learn, that instead of receiving 
his imprecations for throwing up the sponge, he owned that, 
considering the conditions, it was wise not to have attempted 
to force a passage. As Sgurr Dubh looked more attractive 
than Sgurr nan Eag, we made for it, and soon were on the 
summit. So easily and so rapidly was this peak gained 
that we at once decided to tackle Sgurr Dubh Mbhor. 
Here again we encountered nothing that could be called 
difficult. Difficulties there may be and probably are in 
summer, but on this propitious day snow had graciously 
filled up for us many an ugly gap, and what otherwise 
might have taken minutes to negotiate, was now passed 
over in a few seconds. 

Here we were basking in the sun on the summit of 
Sgurr Dubh. We had both wanted to do the Dubhs, but 
our most sanguine expectation would never have led us 
to anticipate such an easy and delightful accomplishment. 
We had been told that it meant a long day, and doubtless 
under other conditions than those which favoured us, it 
would be so. As it was, we had only taken a com- 
paratively short time to pass from Sgumain to the tops of 
two out of the three Dubhs. What a view point was that 
summit of Sgurr Dubh Mhor! Look north, east, south, 
or west, and up there crops at each point of the compass 
a series of rugged pinnacles—the summits of known peaks 
or the jagged projections of unnamed ridges. Had we 
been bent on making a record bag of peaks in one day, 
we could easily have accomplished it. Sgurr nan Eag, 
Sgurr a Coire Bheag, and Gars-Bheinn would very quickly 
have succumbed to our attacks. Life, however, seemed 
almost more enjoyable on its passive than on. its active 
side. To loiter and look and get indelibly impressed on 
the mind the lights and shades, the dazzling whiteness of 
the sun-smitten snow, the many-shaped peaks and pinnacles 
that broke the skyline both far and near—these it seemed 
to my then sentimentally disposed nervous system dearer 
and more to be enjoyed than the hours we might have 
spent in attempting to negotiate that pseudo-inaccessible 
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obstruction on Sgurr Alasdair. What were the thoughts 
which occupied Solly’s mind, I knew not. That the strings 
of his heart did not altogether vibrate to the same tender 
strains as mine I had some reason to believe; not that I 
wish to imply he felt no soul-stirring emotions in the sight 
or contemplation of the beauties around, but occasionally 
the silence was broken by some such interjection as the 
following :—“ The finger-tips of the right hand ought to 
have got a grip on the left-hand ledge of the upper project- 
ing slab, while the toes of the left foot got a hold in a notch 
of the greenish bit of rock that stuck out from the over- 
hanging blocks to the left of the ridge.” “Exactly,” said 
I, “but look at those wandering shadows chasing each 
other across the corrie below us. See, yonder lies Rum, 
Ejigg, and Canna, and there, too, are the outer Hebrides.” 

We at last talked of going home to tea, and the 
thought, alas, fired our energies to consider the easiest and 
quickest way to accomplish that end. A long Snow tra- 
verse around the north side of Coir a Ghrunnda brought 
us to the bealach between Sgurr Sgumain and Sgurr 
A\lasdair. Here we descended into Coire Labain, and 
soon had all the poetry shaken out of our sentiments by 
the broken rugged masses of rock over which we had to 
scramble. But our joys were yet once again to be awakened 
by the sight of little purple patches of Sazafraga opposttt- 
Jolta in full bloom. It was a pleasing contrast, this bit of 
brilliant colouring set in amidst the cold grey of the 
surrounding scree, and again carried our thoughts for the 
moment back to the Alps. It was not long ere we reached 
the moor and found ourselves rapidly approaching our 
destination and our tea! Nine and a half hours saw us 
again at the keeper’s cottage, and what a time it had been. 
Nothing exciting to relate, no tons of rocks slipping be- 
tween our legs, no hairbreadth escapes, nothing to gasp at 
or tremble over, but only the simple record of a heavenly 
day on the hills. 


